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Row, row, row your boat 
Gently down the stream 
Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily 
Life is but a dream 1 

— children 's nursery rhyme 



To awaken 



FUCK CONFUCIUS. LET'S MOVE ON. 

(BILL HICKS) 
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So often times it happens 

That we live our lives in chains 

And we never even know we have the 
key 

— The Eagles 
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Yuri Oscar Ulisov. 
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"Stupid name," thought Randall. Fuckin' for- 
eigners," he cogitated, the same way he had 
thousands — perhaps tens of thousands — 
of times in the past. 

What else could he do? Sixty-two years in 
the same goddamned cell, and every night 
— or close to it — he'd awaken at the same 
time, and that Russian's name would be illu- 
minated through his window. Damnedest 
thing, too. Not that he was an educated 
man — he'd been locked up for a crime he 
hadn't committed since he was 18 — but 
wasn't the Moon supposed to be at differ- 
ent points in the sky throughout the year? 
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"Why then," he wondered, "was that Red's 
name lit up perfectly, the same time every 
night?" 

Didn't make sense, but he'd stopped trying 
to figure out the moniker engraved into the 
cold concrete wall of his cell, the same way 
he'd ceased attempting to decode the mes- 
sage carved beneath it: HAVE THE KEYS. 

For years, awakening to YURI OSCAR ULI- 
SOV HAVE THE KEYS was a tick burrowing 
under his skin. Randall was no wordsmith, 
but even he knew the grammar in that sen- 
tence was more fucked than a pedophile in 
the joint. 
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"Dumb shit, Commie prick. It's Yuri Oscar 
Ulisov has the keys. Has, you sorry son of a 
bitch," Randall mumbled to himself. 



He knew goddamned well why this lapse in 
language was suddenly bothering him after 
all these years. He was turning 80. Tonight 
was his birthday, and he'd spent almost his 
entire existence behind bars. There was no 
hope for parole either; not that it mattered 
at this point. He'd never even kissed a girl, 
let alone been intimate with one. The only 
times he'd fucked had been against his will, 
and even those horrific nights in the shower 
were long gone. 

He was an old man, and nobody but death 
wanted old men. 
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"God fuckin' dammit!" he turned in his cot, 
to avoid staring at that Pinko's wall carving. 
In the sickly light, he gazed at the lone photo 
he had of himself and his mother. She'd just 
stopped visiting one day, probably 20 years 
ago. He didn't have to be some slick-suited 
lawyer to figure that one out. She'd been the 
only one who'd ever shown. He surmised the 
others were dead, as well. They were far old- 
er than he was. He'd known he was alone for 
at least a decade; he could feel it. 

It was impossible to believe that 16 year old 
kid in the picture was related to him... much 
less actually him. For 62 years, all he'd had 
was Yuri. Yuri god-fucked Oscar Ulisov. 
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Randall wondered what the prick was in for, 
how much time he did, whether he'd died in 
this shithole, or was released. 

He would've taken the time to contemplate 
whether he, too, would end up dying in here, 
had he not understood that happened dec- 
ades ago. Sixty-two years in an eight by 10 
foot cell was death. He'd been existing, but 
hadn't lived a day, let alone an hour, the en- 
tire time he'd been on Earth. 

In fact, he couldn't be certain if the planet — 
outside these walls — was still around. Apart 
from the news he caught on the dilapidated 
three channel in the rec room, he had no 
idea what the world was like. When he was 
first locked up, cars were the size of ele- 
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phants, and couldn't go more than 50 miles 
per hour. The rockets on wheels he saw on 
TV these days weren't even as big as the go- 
karts he'd built as a kid, and looked like they 
could reach the Moon before lunch. 

And how about television? It hadn't existed 
when he spent his first night in the joint. 

Fuckin' Yuri had probably driven fast cars and 
fucked fast women. He'd probably done his 
time, and been released early enough to own 
a house, and drown his liver in troughs of 
whiskey. 

Randall's deep-seated hatred for Yuri Oscar 
Ulisov overcame him, as he twisted toward 
the wall, delivering a haymaker into the name 
that had mocked him for so long. 
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Though he'd braced for the inevitable physi- 
cal anguish, it never came. Blood never spat- 
tered, and no bones broke. To the prisoner's 
shock, the concrete wall surrounding the Rus- 
sian's name was thinner than Randall's see- 
through skin, and crumbled like the timeworn 
cornbread served in the cafeteria. From the 
resultant hole his fist had created, something 
emerged. Whatever it was echoed with a me- 
tallic tone at the foot of his cot. Randall col- 
lected himself, before gazing at the corroded 
key on the ground. 

Why wasn't he in anguish, clutching his oblit- 
erated fist, and what was this new develop- 
ment before him? 

Trembling, he extended arthritic fingers, and 
grabbed the alloy object. 
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Sixty-two years confined here, without a clue 
what was now in his palm had been with him 
the entire time. 

Randall stared down at his newfound discov- 
ery. "A key?... To what?" he wondered. 

In his limited scope, there was only one op- 
tion. The prisoner gazed toward the lock on 
his cell. 

"Is it possible? Could the answer have been 
here all along?" Randall asked himself. Six 
decades in Hell, and the key to escape was 
with him the full sentence?" 

"Is this what you've been trying to tell me all 
this time, Yuri?" the inmate pondered. 
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"You bastard!" Randall's mind raced out of 
co ntro I . " Why d id n 't yo u— ? " 



His thought processes came to a screeching 
halt, similar to a speeding train slamming in- 
to a mountain. 

Whatever the elderly incarcerate had for din- 
ner came up for air, as he realized he'd pos- 
sessed the key to freedom all along. Randall 
collapsed to the floor, any strength remain- 
ing drained from his weary frame. In the sick- 
ly moonlight, he wiped the hunks of partially 
digested meat from his chin, pushing himself 
up from the freezing concrete. 



"Yuri Oscar Ulisov, " he whispered in the din 
of his cell. Over and over that name formed 
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on his bleeding lips. "Yuri Oscar Ulisov. Yuri 
Oscar Ulisov. Yuri Oscar Ulisov. Y.O.U. YOU. 
YOU... You have the key." 

The grammar had been correct all along. 

With a quaking paw, Randall looked to the 
lock, raised to his feet and inserted the cold 
chunk of steel into the cylinder. Cinderella's 
foot in the glass slipper. Before turning the 
key, he prayed — for what remained of his 
sanity — it wouldn't work. How could he jus- 
tify having the method for escape all along, 
yet allowing himself to be imprisoned for the 
past 62 years? 

The loosening of tension, as the lock rotat- 
ed, and the barred door before him opened. 
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Randall was a free man. 
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The guard station was less effective than a 
skull with no brain, as he passed a sleeping 
sentry in the midst of what appeared a fitful 
nightmare. From there, passage to the pris- 
on entrance was an obstacle course with no 
obstacles. 

Seconds later, he was outside the penitentia- 
ry, headed toward a world he'd never before 
encountered. His heart raced like a starving 
man for food. His breath nearly didn't come, 
as he ascended a ridge above a road, and 
gazed down on lights as far as the eye could 
see. He understood he was staring at a city; 
a metropolis he'd been a mile from almost 
his entire life, but had never visited. The 
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sheer expanse of the municipality frightened 
him to no end. 



Out of nowhere, something roared overhead 
through the night, as he cowered in horror. 
He knew about planes, but had never actual- 
ly seen one in person; and this variety ap- 
peared immense. 

A train whistle announced the size of some- 
thing monstrous, and the biggest truck he'd 
ever seen — he heard they were called semis 
— raced toward him, as he leapt to the soft 
shoulder for safety. 

Attempting to calm himself, he stared across 
an open field at an immense sign. There, the 
largest photograph he'd ever observed 
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showcased a smiling, young woman, clad in 
a bikini that left nothing the to the imagina- 
tion. In the background was a tropical beach. 

Randall realized he'd never actually been to a 
beach, nor seen the ocean, except on TV. 

This foreign world around him was far larger, 
and much more intimidating than it seemed 
on television. An interstate sign above was 
the size of a cell block, and the city looming 
closer with each step, the entire Earth. 

There was nothing he could relate to, and at 
his age, how could others relate to him? He 
was an infant in an 80 year old man's body. 
Randall had watched the news, and seen the 
dreadful stories of how the elderly were for- 
gotten in modern society. 
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Even out here in the middle of the country, 
everything was moving more quickly than he 
could comprehend. By the time he reached 
the city, he'd be lost. 

He found himself atop an overpass, looking 
down, the fastest vehicles he could ever im- 
agine speeding beneath him. 

He'd never even learned to drive. 

No, this was not a world he could live in nor 
adjust to. Hence, he quietly climbed the slick 
metal railing, and leapt into the rushing river 
of vehicles below. 
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THE RED PILL 



The Matrix is everywhere. It is all around 
us; even now in this very room. You can 
see it when you look out your window, 
or when you turn on yourtelevision. You 
can feel it when you go to work, when 
you go to church, when you pay your 
taxes. It is the world that has been pulled 
over your eyes to blind you from the 
truth. [...] 

Like everyone else, you were born into 
bondage; born into a prison that you can- 
not smell, or taste or touch. A prison for 
your mind. 

Unfortunately, no one can be told what 
the Matrix is. You have to see it for your- 
self. 

This is your last chance. After this, there is 
no turning back. You take the blue pill, the 
story ends, you wake up in your bed and 
believe whatever you want to believe. You 
take the red pill, you stay in Wonderland, 
and I show you how deep the rabbit hole 
goes. 

Remember, all I'm offering is the truth; 
nothing more. 1 



—Morpheus 
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What if humanity became extinct this second, 
leaving its creations behind? What if travelers 
from a distant planet arrived on Earth hours 
later? What conclusions would these adven- 
turers derive from what they found? 

Being that money is, by far, the most preva- 
lent of humankind's inventions, these explor- 
ers would probably deduce people required 
cash in order to survive. Perhaps it was nec- 
essary for humans to eat or inhale these strips 
of fabric to stay alive. 

Of course, nothing is further from the truth. 
Humans most definitely can't ingest money, 
should they be starving. As far as breathing 
in these swatches of material — if we're suf- 
focating — you're more likely to be thrilled 
at the thought of waiting in line at the DMV. 
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In fact, since there's an overabundance of 
food on Earth, and more than a billion peo- 
ple starving to death — because they don't 
have the cash to buy said sustenance — it 
seems money would be the least common 
artifact in a rational society. Hence, one can 
deduce the current version of humanity is il- 
logical, and suicidal. Why else would it make 
the one thing that's bringing about its de- 
mise, the most widespread object in civiliza- 
tion? 

What if Earth is a prison planet? Some of 
the most successful penitentiaries — when it 
comes to keeping prisoners confined — are 
the most remote. Alcatraz and Devil's Island 
were effective due to isolation from the ma- 
jority of the populace. 
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What if we step back and view Earth from a 
Universal angle? Even in the context of the 
Milky Way, this planet seems in the boon- 
docks; distant from what would likely be the 
most inhabited portions of the cosmos. 

Thus, if Earth is a prison planet, would that 
make us prisoners; unable to leap into the 
cosmic ocean with our primitive lifeboats — 
spaceships — and drift to those highly pop- 
ulated areas, and hence salvation? Perhaps. 
The answer to that query seems to depend 
on who put us here, and why. After all, not 
only do prisoners reside in a prison, but so 
too guards and wardens. 

What if we've been placed on Earth not to 
be punished, but to keep those who are be- 
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ing punished from escaping? What if felons 
of this Universe were on this planet, as we 
speak, and we were keeping them from ab- 
sconding? The question arises as to how we 
wouldn't realize these prisoners were among 
us. 

Again, take a step back and view the cur- 
rent human condition. 

There are a handful of people — in compar- 
ison to the total populace — who are pros- 
pering, while the rest of us struggle to stay 
alive. One can suggest these few are simply 
more adept. When you consider their success 
comes at the expense of those who are toil- 
ing against extermination, proficiency isn't 
part of the equation. At this point, these 
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prosperous individuals thrive thanks to pain 
and suffering of the masses. 



Who are these entities flourishing from the 
agony of the rest of us? Obviously, it's the 
millionaires and billionaires of humanity. 

Designer Hugo Boss produced the standard 
Nazi uniform for Third Reich soldiers during 
World War II. Today, his corporation contin- 
ues to reap benefits; its garments beloved, 
whether worn by those sending the emaciat- 
ed to gas chambers or high school students 
suppressing boners at formal dances. 2 

And Hugo Boss is one of a myriad of com- 
panies — as long as there's a monetary sys- 
tem — eager to exploit anyone, in order to 
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acquire more cash — swatches of fabric, as 
previously proven, inherently useless to hu- 
mans. Yet, a tool many are willing to use for 
their own benefit, whether or not others suf- 
fer as a result. 

What of Coca-Cola producing Fanta specifi- 
cally for Nazi troops, parched after blowing 
fist-sized holes through skulls of concentra- 
tion camp prisoners? 3 Is that different than 
U.S. soldiers downing ice cold Cokes, whilst 
lobbing mortars into apartment buildings in 
downtown Baghdad? 

In short, millionaires and billionaires derive 
rewards at the ultimate cost to the innocent. 
Because what these deranged entities are 
collecting — when reduced to fundamentals 
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— is meaningless to humans, that makes 
them psychopaths. How are they any differ- 
ent than individuals on the television show 
Hoarders, who crazily compile an overabun- 
dance of useless objects? 4 

Where's the dissimilarity between keeping a 
million pointless strips of fabric in your cof- 
fers, and a million used tampons in your lin- 
en closet? At least the tampons, at one 
point, had a legitimate use. In the words of 
comedian Lee Camp: 

You don't respect anyone else who col- 
lects a billion or a million of something. 

[...] 

If you find out someone's got a million 
shoes, you're like what the fuck's the 
matter with you? So why do we respect 
people with a million pieces of paper 
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with Alexander Hamilton's f ugly mug 
on ['em]? 5 

It's into this fucked-up paradigm — the deep 
end of the shit pool, if you will — we've all 
been launched. 

As if the above weren't enough to contend 
with, most people around you have chosen 
to take the blue pill, while you've taken the 
red. Attempt to show them the truth, and be 
attacked by rabid masses the way Winston 
Smith was in 1984. 6 
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It is my thesis that flying saucers are real, 
and that they are spaceships from anoth- 
er solar system. I think that they possibly 
are manned by intelligent observers who 
are members of a race that may have 
been investigating our Earth for centu- 
ries. 1 ' 2 

— Professor Hermann Oberth, 
Father of Space Travel 
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It was approaching dusk when one oth- 
er soldier and I were stationed in one of 
the ambulance trucks at the recovery 
site. Everything was being loaded on- 
to trucks, and I couldn't understand why 
some of the trucks had ice or something 
in them. I did not understand what they 
wanted to keep cold. Our orders were 
not to look under the canvas tarp in the 
back. The moment we had a chance, I 
pulled back the covering. There were 
bodies. ..small bodies. ..and they had 
big heads and slanted eyes. 



So stated Sergeant Melvin E. Brown during a 
deathbed confession regarding the Roswell 
Incident of 1947. 



But Brown wasn't the only witness asserting 
whatever crashed in this distant region of the 
state was of otherworldly origin. In fact, more 
than 600 purported observers to some por- 
tion of the event — most of them military — 
have offered up their testimony. 
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If you're on your deathbed, expressing your 
last words to immediate family, wouldn't you 
want to convey the most important thoughts 
on your mind? For decades, you never hint 
to interacting with a crashed UFO of extraor- 
dinary derivation in the southwestern desert. 
In fact, you don't even speak of the subject, 
in general. Then, with final breath, you reveal 
you were present — near Roswell, New Mex- 
ico — and witness to the bizarre events that 
occurred there in 1947. 

So, what did crash outside the sleepy hamlet 
of Corona — in The Land of Enchantment — 
that year? Here's a subtle hint: It was a flying 
saucerl 

The 600-plus witnesses referenced prior con- 
stitutes an argument formidable enough. 
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Combine this with the fact the U.S. military 
initially admitted to a downed disc in nation- 
wide newspapers, and you've got a case any 
court of human law would deem authentic. 

What did eyewitnesses have to gain by go- 
ing public? Solely two — both military offi- 
cers; one a medical doctor — penned books 
about the topic. Both did so late in life. Ob- 
viously, monetary compensation was not a 
factor in the confessions. 

Could fame have been the catalyst for such 
an array of credible individuals coming forth? 

Since mainstream media has perpetually rel- 
egated those reporting UFOs as less reliable 
than political promises, why would anyone 
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willingly subject themselves to scorn? What's 
more, when the prospect of losing one's pen- 
sion — should they go public — is dangled 
before them more conspicuously than Dick 
Rambone's dong, what would encourage so 
many individuals to speak out? 

The inner serenity that comes with divulging 
the truth appears more of an incentive than 
originally imagined. Many of these witnesses 
to Roswell were threatened by the U.S. gov- 
ernment with their lives. Chavez County Sheriff 
George Wilcox, wife Inez, schoolgirl Frankie 
Dwyer, rancher Mac Brazel's family, and nu- 
merous others were issued death threats if 
they revealed the truth. 

Government: Kenny Loggins is more likely to 
release a death metal album than bureaucra- 



The Red Pill 

cies are to care for their populaces. 
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Why such secrecy if — as the U.S. hegemony 
asserts — all that crashed at Roswell was an 
ordinary weather balloon; the type launched 
daily by the military? Was it necessary to levy 
the ultimatum, "If you talk, we'll not only kill 
you, but your entire family," should the gov- 
ernment be hiding a mundane object? 

Moreover, who the fuck is Washington, D.C. 

— which only exists due to taxpayer's money 

— to threaten a population giving them life?! 
So much for democracy: rule by the people. 

More than likely, you've heard some version 
of the events that took place in Roswell ref- 
erenced on a warmed-over, mainstream ca- 
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ble show. You probably paid less attention 
to what was being presented than kale gar- 
nishing on a plate of prime rib. Well, guess 
what? Kale's big news now — featured as an 
appetizer, in salads, and even fried as vege- 
table chips. 



In similar fashion, Roswell's also big news, 
and always has been, no matter the number 
of lame excuses the government provides to 
disregard it. Ah, government: What other en- 
tity is allowed to decide how it will testify — 
reference Dick Cheney and George W. Bush 
regarding 9/1 1 — changing its story as often 
as it pleases? When it comes to an other- 
worldly vehicle — which is what was uncov- 
ered at Roswell — how could that be any- 
thing but the biggest news in human history? 
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Let's cover the fundamentals concerning this 
event that took place in 1947. 



At some point in July of that year — during 
a thunderstorm — something crashed in the 
middle of the night on the Foster Ranch near 
Corona, New Mexico. Mac Brazel — caretak- 
er of the homestead — awoke to a wreckage 
field about a mile square, strewn with anom- 
alous material. Mac, and others in the area, 
were accustomed to finding downed weather 
balloons sent aloft at nearby Roswell Army 
Air Field (RAAF). The debris the rancher dis- 
covered on this day, however, was vastly dif- 
ferent from any he had encountered before. 
Thus, he decided to take the anomalous re- 
mains to Roswell — the closest town of ap- 
preciable size. 
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Doing so ignited one of the greatest cover- 
ups of the 20th century. 



Local sheriff George Wilcox, and Roswell ra- 
dio personality Frank Joyce, suggested Bra- 
zel bring the debris to RAAF, after failing to 
determine what it was. 

Major Jesse Marcel — intelligence officer for 
the 509th Composite Bomb Group at the 
Roswell base — and Captain Sheridan Cavitt 
were sent to the Foster Ranch to investigate. 
Upon viewing the expansive debris field, the 
two men loaded their vehicles with as much 
of the wreckage as they could, and carted it 
back to RAAF. Along the way, Major Marcel 
stopped at his home, and showed the mate- 
rial to his wife Viaud, and son Jesse, Jr. All 
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confirm the wreckage they handled consisted 
of "memory metal" — a foil-like material that 
wouldn't burn, dent nor tear, and returned to 
a smooth, flattened state, even after being 
wadded into a ball. In addition, abnormally 
light, yet strong I-beams — with unrecogniz- 
able markings on them — were observed. 

When Marcel and Cavitt delivered the debris 
to the base, and it was determined to be of 
unknown origin, a press release was issued 
stating a flying saucer had been discovered. 
More wreckage was collected. Within hours, 
the army had retracted its original story, now 
asserting what they'd found was a downed 
weather balloon. 

Under armed guard, with preeminent military 
officials present — is there such a thing? — 
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debris was transported to Fort Worth Army 
Air Base in Texas. It was there General Roger 
Ramey held a deceptive press conference in 
which Major Marcel was ordered to pose for 
photographs with wreckage from a weather 
balloon. The military claimed Marcell — who 
had been explicitly trained to identify radar 
targets indicative of weather balloons — had 
made a mistake, unable to discern between 
balsa wood, neoprene and a flying saucer. 

Less likely than The Rolling Stones are to be 
crowned Best New Band of 201 4. 

The government then engaged in an exten- 
sive, and surreptitious, clean-up of the de- 
bris field. Those who handled material were 
ordered to stay silent, bribed or threatened 
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with their lives, as well as lives of their fami- 
lies. 



Death threats? Over a commonplace weath- 
er balloon? 

Two additional sites — one with the craft, it- 
self; the other with up to four non-human pi- 
lots — were soon discovered. 

Rancher Mac Brazel was sequestered by the 
military for nearly a week. Upon return to so- 
ciety, oddly enough, he was no longer refer- 
ring to aliens and flying saucers. Instead, he 
was now embracing the government's cover 
story of a downed weather balloon. 

The enigmatic craft, along with the bodies — 
one of which was allegedly alive — are spec- 
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ulated to have been flown to Wright Field — 
later redesignated Wright-Patterson Air Force 
Base — in Ohio. 

To silence growing reports of aliens, the mili- 
tary again changed its verdict regarding Ros- 
well. This time they asserted crash test dum- 
mies had been dropped from classified, aer- 
ial crafts. When researchers noted crash test 
dummies hadn't been employed in such ex- 
periments until 1953, and Roswell occurred 
in 1947, the military quietly placed its tail be- 
tween its legs. 

Sometime later, they offered up still another 
weak explanation for what had been found. 
This fourth false claim was a Mogul balloon 
— a string of neoprene weather balloons at- 
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tached to a microphone, used to intercept 
Soviet atomic detonations. 



First, how many times are we — as a popu- 
lace — going to allow these fuckers to change 
their story before we acknowledge we're be- 
ing lied to? Did we selectively forget the tale 
of the boy who cried wolf? 

Second, if Major Jesse Marcel — specifically 
trained to recognize radar targets — couldn't 
determine a balloon from a flying disc, how 
did he graduate from Army Air Forces Training 
Command? 

Third, Colonel William Blanchard was in com- 
mand of Roswell Army Air Field — where the 
509th Composite Bomb Group was stationed. 
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This elite assemblage dropped atomic weap- 
ons Little Boy on Hiroshima, and Fat Man 
on Nagasaki, Japan. At that time, the 509th 
was the sole atomic bombardier unit in the 
U.S. If Blanchard — who ordered the flying 
saucer explanation issued to newspapers — 
wasn't able to distinguish between an extra- 
terrestrial vessel and a weather balloon, why 
the hell was he in command of the most le- 
thal weapons known to man?! 

Fourth, rancher Mac Brazel knew goddamned 
well what a weather balloon looked like. All 
farmhands in the region did, since they rou- 
tinely discovered them strewn about their 
property, thanks to continual military testing 
of the devices. Because sheep, and often 
cattle, eat anything they can, it was essential 
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local homesteaders dispose of weather bal- 
loon wreckage before livestock could get to 
it, and satiate on something that may choke 
them. In fact, an adjacent empty water tank 
was filled with downed weather balloons un- 
covered over the years. 

Fifth, intransigent skeptics — who themselves 
don't believe their ridiculous conclusions, but 
refuse to accept a tsunami of proof — assert 
Project Mogul was Top Secret. Hence, these 
insular idiots allege the military acted appro- 
priately, rather than excessively. 

True, the aforementioned surveillance initia- 
tive was furtive, but the materials comprising 
the rudimentary craft were objects you could 
buy at a hardware store. Hence, the compo- 
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nents of a Project Mogul array were anything 
but unique; i.e. something restricted. In fact, 
calling attention to what — on the surface — 
seemed just another weather balloon, would 
make no sense. If the military wished to keep 
its secrets, why wouldn't they simply retrieve 
this mundane material without bringing in 
high-ranking officials, cordoning off the area, 
vacuuming the site clean for days, flying the 
wreckage to three other military facilities and 
two states, and imposing death threats? 

Sixth, after technology has advanced to such 
great extent, once-Top Secret programs are 
typically featured in museums, since they're 
now archaic, and control freak bureaucracies 
no longer feel the need to keep them hid- 
den. The Bell X-1 and SR-71 Blackbird are but 
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a sampling. If what crashed at Roswell was 
some sort of secret project the U.S. was at- 
tempting to keep under wraps, where are the 
overt displays of it? No longer need to hide 
whatever it was, as humanity now has satel- 
lites with the ability to count your scrotal hairs 
from miles above Earth. 

Seventh, how does a weather balloon leave 
wreckage over — from different accounts — 
250,000 square feet, up to approximately a 
mile in length? These apparatuses don't ex- 
plode when they crash. They're filled with he- 
lium — an inert gas. Hence, they just deflate, 
coming down in one piece. Numerous indi- 
viduals — like Staff Sergeant Earl Fulford — 
affirm visiting a debris site that stretched out 
for "hundreds of yards." According to Ful- 
ford: 
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The bus took about two hours. The site 
was northwest of Roswell. We went 
north up Highway 285, then west on 
the Corona road, which was a gravel 
road back then, past a little school 
house and some other structures, and 
then turned south onto a dirt road. I 
remember seeing a little house, which 
was not far from where we were go- 
ing. When the bus stopped, we were 
told to get out. A major was in charge, 
and armed MPs ringed the site, which 
was situated at the base of gently slop- 
ing hills. Sgt. Rosenberger then hand- 
ed each of us a burlap bag and told us 
to "police up" the site and put anything 
that we found in the bags. 

I picked up small, silvery pieces of me- 
tallic debris, the largest of which was tri- 
angular in shape, about 3 to 4 inches 
wide by about 12 to 15 inches long. It 
looked like thin, light, aluminum foil that 
flexed slightly when I picked it up, but 
once in the palm of your hand, you 
could wad it up into a small ball. Then, 
when you let it go, it would immedi- 
ately assume its original shape in a sec- 
ond or two — just like that! That was 
the only type of debris I saw that day. I 
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thought to myself, "Hey, this stuff is 
neat. I'm going to keep a piece for my- 
self." But they searched us thoroughly 
when we got back to make damned 
sure that none of us had anything of 
size. We didn't see any other type of 
debris or pieces of debris with writing 
on them, and we didn't see any bodies. 
We also did not see any balloons or bal- 
loon material. They launched weather 
balloons from in between barracks 
where I lived back on the base every 
day. I was familiar with them, and the 
debris wasn't from one of those. When 
we got back to the base, everything 
that we picked up was taken back to 
Hangar 3. We were then lined up and 
told one-by-one by our First Sergeant 
in no uncertain terms that we didn't see 
anything, and we didn't say anything; 
and if we did from that point forward, 
we might be courtmartialed. A few 
days later, I think it was on Saturday, 
our entire squadron was called togeth- 
er for a special meeting in Hangar 2 
where we were addressed by our 
Squadron Commander, Maj. Harry 
Shilling. Also present was our second- 
in-command, Capt. Earl Casey, and a 
glowering First Sergeant Hardy who 
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had been in my face a few days earlier. 
Capt. Casey gave the cautionary ad- 
monition to everyone present not to 
talk about anything they might have 
seen or heard in the past few days, but 
Maj. Shilling got right to the point, "You 
didn't see or hear anything. Nothing 
happened!" 

Eighth, if a missing Project Mogul balloon was 
so important, why wasn't the military looking 
for it? Rancher Mac Brazel found anomalous 
debris. Had he not reported his discovery, it 
seemed the U.S. armed forces would have re- 
mained clueless as to what was found on the 
Foster Ranch. Major Jesse Marcel and Cap- 
tain Sheridan Cavitt certainly had no idea the 
magnitude of the remains to which they'd be 
privy. 



And then, of course, we've over 600 individ- 
uals — the majority of whom are highly cred- 
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ible military — testifying to having observed 
a cover-up by the government. 

Let's start with the signed, sealed affidavit of 
First Lieutenant Walter Haut — RAAF Public 
Information Officer in 1947 — which was to 
be opened after his death. 

My name is Walter G. Haut. [...] 

In July, 1947, I was stationed at the 
Roswell Army Air Base in Roswell, New 
Mexico, serving as the base Public 
Information Officer. [...] 

I was aware that someone had reported 
the remains of a downed vehicle by 
midmoming after my return to duty at 
the base on Monday, July 7. [...] 

By late in the afternoon that same day, 
I would learn that additional civilian re- 
ports came in regarding a second site 
just north of Roswell. [...] 
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A preliminary briefing was provided by 
[Colonel William] Blanchard about the 
second site approx. 40 miles north of 
town. Samples of wreckage were 
passed around the table. It was unlike 
any material I had or have seen in my 
life. Pieces which resembled metal foil, 
paper thin yet extremely strong, and 
pieces with unusual markings along 
their length were handled from man to 
man, each voicing their opinion. No 
one was able to identify the crash de- 
bris. [...] 

At approximately 9:30 a.m. Col. Blanch- 
ard phoned my office and dictated the 
press release of having in our posses- 
sion a flying disc, coming from a ranch 
northwest of Roswell [...]. 

Before leaving the base, Col. Blanch- 
ard took me personally to Building 84, 
a B-29 hangar located on the east side 
of the tarmac. Upon first approaching 
the building, I observed that it was un- 
der heavy guard both outside and in- 
side. Once inside, I was permitted from 
a safe distance to first observe the ob- 
ject just recovered north of town. It 
was approx. 12 to 15 feet in length, not 
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quite as wide, about 6 feet high, and 
more of an egg shape. Lighting was 
poor, but its surface did not appear me- 
tallic. No windows, portholes, wings, tail 
section, or landing gear were visible. 

Also from a distance, I was able to see a 
couple of bodies under a canvas tar- 
paulin. Only the heads extended be- 
yond the covering, and I was not able to 
make out any features. The heads did 
appear larger than normal and the con- 
tour of the canvas over the bodies sug- 
gested the size of a 10-year-old child. 
At a later date in Blanchard's office, he 
would extend his arm about 4 feet 
above the floor to indicate height. [...] 

I am convinced that what I personally 
observed was some type of craft and 
its crew from outer space. 



And what of Private First Class Eli Benjamin, 
who also attests to having experienced, first- 
hand, remnants of an otherworldly visitation: 
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I got myself ready, got my gun, and re- 
ported to the big hangar, as ordered. 
As near as I can recall, it was late after- 
noon or early evening at the time. While 
looking for my OIC [officer in charge] 
to get instructions for duties at the 
hangar, I came upon a commotion tak- 
ing place at the main entrance to the 
hangar. Some MPs were trying to sub- 
due an out-of-control officer who, 
among other things, appeared to be 
drunk as a skunk. I found out later that 
the officer in question was from my 
squadron and was the very officer — 
whose name I cannot now recall — 
was to have overseen the transfer of 
several "Top Secret items" from the 
big hangar to the base hospital, and I 
was there to help escort the transfer. I 
was later told that he had been to the 
crash site and had seen the ship. When 
this officer reported to the hangar and 
saw the small bodies, it was apparently 
too much for him to handle, and he 
just lost it. At this point, having just ar- 
rived myself, a Major or Lt. Colonel 
came out of the hangar, looked at the 
situation, and pointed at me. "You! 
Come over here," he said. "You're 
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now in charge of this detail. Get these 
over to the base hospital!" He then 
pointed to three or four gurneys inside 
the hangar, each of which had some- 
thing on it that was covered by a sheet. 
On one of the gurneys, whatever was 
under the sheet appeared to me to be 
moving. I saluted my acceptance and 
understanding of his order, and in- 
structed the rest of the men in the de- 
tail to load the gurneys with their pay- 
load into the back of a truck that had 
just arrived for the purpose. Up to this 
point, I had no idea what we were 
transporting to the hospital. I would 
know soon enough, however. As the 
men were loading the truck, one of the 
gurneys slipped during the handoff, 
and the sheet covering it fell away, re- 
vealing the grayish face and swollen, 
hairless head of a species that I real- 
ized was not human. My orders were 
to deliver these to the base hospital's 
emergency room [Building 317] and 
remain there until relieved. 

Upon arriving at the emergency room 
ramp, we proceeded to unload. I went 
in with the first gurney and stood 
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aside near the doorway as the medical 
people took control of the gurney. A 
half-dozen or so medical and non med- 
ical officers quickly removed the cov- 
ering sheet. I couldn't see too well from 
where I was standing because of the 
number of officers gathered around 
the gurney, but I could see well 
enough to make out that a very small 
person with an egg-shaped head that 
was oversized for its body was lying on 
the gurney. The only facial features 
that stick out in my mind now are that 
it had slanted eyes, two holes where its 
nose should have been, and a small slit 
where its mouth should have been. I 
think it was alive. The medical people 
were mostly just staring at it, but I'm 
not sure. After the rest of the gurneys 
were brought into the room, I was dis- 
missed and told to return to my squad- 
ron, which I did. There, I was debriefed 
and made to sign a nondisclosure 
statement regarding what had just tak- 
en place. I was told that if I ever spoke 
about it, something bad would happen, 
not only to me, but also to my family. I 
heard later that the one species that 
was still alive was apparently taken to 
Alamogordo, then shipped to Texas or 
Ohio. 
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When all was said and done, Major Jesse 
Marcel — perhaps the key player in the rea- 
son the Roswell Incident is so widely known 
— had the following to say: 

It was nothing we had ever seen be- 
fore. It was not an aircraft of any kind; 
that I am sure of. We didn't know what 
it was. It was nothing made on this Earth. 



Jesse's son — Jesse Marcel, Jr. — who also 
allegedly handled the crash wreckage, and 
later became a flight surgeon for the 189th 
Helicopter Battalion in Iraq, would conclude: 

As did my late father, I have no doubt 
that what I saw in Roswell was unearth- 
ly in origin. The only questions that con- 
tinue to nag at me are, first of all: from 
where did it come? Secondly, what 
does the government I have joyfully 
served for all these years have to gain 
from hiding the truth? And lastly — 
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though just as worrisome as the other 
questions — to what lengths will it go 
to perpetuate the falsehood? 

General Arthur Exon was stationed at Wright 
Field when the Roswell debris was delivered 
for testing. Exon — a lieutenant colonel in 
1947 — was employed at the (FTD) Foreign 
Technologies Division. It was here ordnances 
seized from other nations were analyzed. Ar- 
thur was also part of Air Material Command, 
in Dayton, where crash remains were initially 
sent. In 1964, General Exon became base 
commander of Wright-Patterson, and — to 
the displeasure of the government — spoke 
freely regarding what occurred at Roswell. 

According to Arthur, the belief amongst sci- 
entists inspecting the anomalous debris was 
that the: 
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...pieces [of wreckage] were from 
space. [...] 

They knew they had something new in 
their hands. [T]he metal and material 
was unknown to anyone I talked to. 
Whatever they found, I never heard 
what the results were. A couple of guys 
thought it might be Russian, but the 
overall consensus was that the pieces 
were from space. Everyone from the 
White House on down knew that what 
we had found was not of this world 
within 24 hours of our finding it. 



In 1991, Thomas Jefferson DuBose — chief 
of staff to General Ramey during the Roswell 
Incident — divulged a government cover-up. 
Ramey was the architect of the weather bal- 
loon story, and DuBose — having been a 
colonel at the time — assisted in the decep- 
tion. Retiring as a Brigadier General, Thomas 
DuBose had the following to say: 
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It was a cover story. The balloon part 
of it is the story that's to be given to the 
press, and that is it. And anything else, 
forget it. 



DuBose avowed General McMullen — Deputy 
Head of Strategic Air Command — had su- 
pervised the Roswell clean-up, and admon- 
ished: 

"you are not to discuss this, and this is 
[...] more than Top Secret," as he said. 
"It's beyond that. [...] [T]his is the high- 
est priority [that] can exist, and you will 
say nothing." And that was the end of 
it. 2 



Counter Intelligence Corps Master Sergeant 
Lewis "Bill" Rickett — who assisted preemi- 
nent meteor expert Dr. Lincoln LaPaz in un- 
covering specifics regarding the crashed craft 
— had this to say: 
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The Air Force's explanation that it was a 
balloon is totally untrue. It was not a bal- 
loon. I never did know for sure exactly 
what its purpose was, but. ..it wasn't 
ours! 
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Politicians hide themselves away 
They on ly started the war 
Why should they go out to fight? 
They leave that all to the poor 
Time will tell on their power minds 
Making war just for fun 
Treating people just like pawns in chess 
Wait 'til their judgment day comes 1 

—Black Sabbath 
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If governments were people, they would have 
been sentenced to countless executions by 
now. Still, we humans continue to enable a 
force that has — throughout history — mas- 
sacred us in droves, to do what it pleases. 

Do we possess a death wish? What else can 
explain the lack of caring we display for our 
own lives? 

Government is the ultimate Mafia. You pay 
both for "protection" against nothing. Even 
though U.S. citizens are informed China is 
their adversary, we've flown into Hong Kong 
International Airport. In fact, we stayed a 
week there — holed up — as the events of 
September 11, 2001 unfolded. We were nei- 
ther accosted, nor threatened, nor held at 
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gunpoint by enraged Chinese citizens dur- 
ing our stay. Proof positive what the United 
States' government is offering "protection" 
from is a fabricated and false menace. 

Democracy is defined as government by the 
people. Being one of these people, do you 
feel you're governing anything? 

If so, you're a shitty leader who hates him or 
herself. 

How else would you explain your indentured 
servitude for 40 hours a week — at a place 
you loathe — that barely allows you to keep 
a roof over your head? 

When politicians amass trillions of dollars by 
turning on the money machine and "legally" 
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counterfeiting, yet you don't have enough to 
buy a can of peas, what exactly are you rul- 
ing over? 

Did you choose to exterminate more than 
1,000,000 people — most of them innocent 
civilians — in Iraq? 

Did you determine to pay a bureaucracy to 
keep secrets from you for your own "bene- 
fit?" 

Did you decide to bequeath large sums of 
your paycheck to a dominion that refuses to 
show you what it does behind closed doors? 

In reality, you're not in control of anything at 
all, are you? 
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Most don't know it, but the word government 
derives from the Latin verb "gubernare" — 
meaning "to control," and the Latin noun 
"mens" — which translates to "mind." Thus, 
the term government literally means "mind 
control." 2 

Thanks to the advent and proliferation of the 
Internet, this fact is readily available. 

Now knowing the definition of the word gov- 
ernment, why would you believe anything this 
suppressive entity — which you solely fund, 
and thereby allow to be — has to say? 

In the words of George Carlin: 

I have certain rules I live by. My first 
rule: I don't believe anything the gov- 
ernment tells me. Nothing. Zero. 4 
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End the monetary system, and government 
disappears at your whim. 



Do you like being controlled, enslaved, sur- 
veyed and exterminated? If so, what the fuck 
is your problem? You have the key to unlock 
your handcuffs, yet choose to remain subju- 
gated? Creepier than the vision of the Pope 
as a professional babysitter. 



In the words of Frederick Douglass: 

Find out just what people will submit 
to, and you have found out the exact 
amount of injustice and wrong which 
will be imposed on them; and these 
will continue until they are resisted 
with either words or blows, or with 
both. The limits of tyrants are pre- 
scribed by the endurance of those 
whom they oppress. 5 
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"Isms," "ologies" and "ocracies." Self-ap- 
pointed leaders will offer them up as readily 
as a proud grandmother dispensing freshly- 
baked biscuits. When it came to Hitler, it was 
fascism. For Stalin, Stalinism. Bush, Clinton, 
Obama — and the rest of the 44 fuckups 
we've called presidents — trumpet their par- 
ticular brand of corruption under the banner 
of democracy. 

In truth, isms, ologies and ocracies are all the 
same. They all mean control. You can wrap a 
lit stick of dynamite in a hot dog bun, slath- 
er it in condiments and refer to it as a frank- 
furter, but you're still biting down on a lethal 
explosive. 



From regime to regime, era to era, bureauc- 
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racies have immutably oppressed, while the 
masses have perpetually been enslaved. 



Regard government as a pyramid. At the top 
are those who run the show; at the bottom, 
the populace. In between is knowledge sup- 
pressed from the multitudes, and thus used 
to keep the public in the dark. 

In the past, government control came in the 
form of an Old World Order; i.e. this domi- 
nation was vested in one person, known as a 
king. This monarch was at the top of the pyr- 
amid, and the population at the bottom. 

Today, we have a New World Order, where- 
by a small faction of individuals — known as 
government — replaces the king. The public 



Government 67 

still remains at the bottom of the pyramid, 
and in between lies the wisdom being kept 
from us all. 

Old World Order, New World Order: It's the 
same shit. There are just a few more folks at 
the top of the pyramid reaping all the bene- 
fits. 

The reason Old World Orders were replaced 
by New is because the population wouldn't 
fall for a single leader these days. Kings are 
seen as primitive and outdated, even though 
governments are the same thing, with solely 
some extra individuals at the ruling apex. 6 

Ask yourself how Barack Obama is any dif- 
ferent than a despot? He's not. He declares 
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war whenever he pleases; and thus extermi- 
nates innocents with the swish of his pen. He 
kills via drone strikes as it suits him. He lev- 
ies constraining mandates on whomever he 
wants. The only way Barack Obama, George 
Bush, or any other president differs from a 
king is in name. Refer to him as a king, and 
the public envisions nightmarish, feudal im- 
prisonment. Call him a president, and the ig- 
norant masses see democracy through rose- 
colored glasses. 

Dub it an old piece of garbage, and nobody 
wants it. Refer to it as an antique, and every- 
body has to have it. Edward Bernays' legacy 
in action. Please see Unraveled 3: When the 
Fabric of "Reality" Tears to Pieces. 
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In the end, whether the Old World Order, or 
New, both equate to slavery for the masses. 



Via the CIA, FBI, NSA, and a slew of asinine, 
acronym government agencies, the president 
can not only spy on you, but have you ar- 
rested and murdered. Can you do the same 
to him? 

When was the last time you declared bomb- 
ing raids on a city filled with innocent citizens 
— thereby murdering tens of thousands — 
and weren't only provided immunity from the 
gas chamber, but granted a private jet to be 
chauffeured around in? 

Isn't it strange how Hillary Clinton can openly 
admit: 
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The people we are fighting today we 
funded 20 years ago. [...] 

It was President Reagan in partnership 
with the Congress, lead by Democrats, 
who said, "You know what? Sounds like 
a pretty good idea. Let's deal with the 
ISI [ISIS] and the Pakistani military, and 
let's go recruit these Mujahideen. [...] 
Let's get some to come from Saudi 
Arabia and other places. 7 



Isn't it even more bizarre how the population 
of the U.S. still backs coalition troops deci- 
mating areas filled with blameless people, in 
order to ferret out something they created? 
What of president after president asserting, 
"We refuse to negotiate with terrorists"? Isn't 
funding and spawning terrorists negotiating 
with them? 



Moreover, why isn't the United States popu- 
lace seeking revenge from the government 
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for the alleged attacks on 9/11? Weren't we 
just apprised by Hillary Clinton al-Qaeda 
was created by the U.S. bureaucracy? Have- 
n't we been told for the past 13 years — by 
that same regime — al-Qaeda is to blame 
for ruin wreaked on the World Trade Center 
and the Pentagon? Outraged masses didn't 
solely pursue vengeance on Frankenstein's 
monster; they went after Dr. Frankenstein, as 
well. 

If a Pit Bull escapes its pen, running rampant 
through a town, killing six children, you don't 
just shoot the dog. You additionally go after 
the owner, since it's his fault for placing peo- 
ple in harm's way. 

Consider countries the United States ritualis- 
tically attacks are far weaker opponents. The 
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U.S. is the fearful playground bully, afraid to 
throw a punch at a foe his size. 

Cogitate how these Third World nations the 
United States invades fortuitously happen to 
possess natural resources — typically oil — 
the U.S. covets. This is about as coincidental 
as the sunrise. 

What's really happening — while folks watch 
their soap operas or football games — can 
be summed up by John Perkins, a former 
Economic Hit Man for the U.S. government: 

That is what we EH Ms [Economic Hit 
Men] do best: we build a global em- 
pire. We are an elite group of men and 
women who utilize international finan- 
cial organizations to foment conditions 
that make other nations subservient to 
the corporatocracy running our big- 
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gest corporations, our government, 
and our banks. Like our counterparts 
in the Mafia, EH Ms provide favors. These 
take the form of loans to develop infra- 
structure — electric generating plants, 
highways, ports, airports, or industrial 
parks. A condition of such loans is that 
engineering and construction compa- 
nies from our own country must build 
all these projects. In essence, most of 
the money never leaves the United 
States; it is simply transferred from 
banking offices in Washington to engi- 
neering offices in New York, Houston, 
or San Francisco. 

Despite the fact that the money is re- 
turned almost immediately to corpora- 
tions that are members of the corpora- 
tocracy (the creditor), the recipient 
country is required to pay it all back, 
principal plus interest. If an EHM is com- 
pletely successful, the loads are so 
large that the debtor is forced to de- 
fault on its payments after a few years. 
When this happens, then like the Mafia 
we demand our pound of flesh. This of- 
ten includes one or more of the fol- 
lowing: control over United Nations 
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votes, the installation of military bases, 
or access to precious resources such as 
oil or the Panama Canal. Of course, the 
debtor still owes us the money — and 
another country is added to our global 
empire. 

Perkins elucidates how EHM strive to coerce 
leaders of Third World nations into accepting 
these unethical loans, at the expense of their 
populaces. Behind closed doors, bribes are 
offered. In the end, though, if rulers refuse to 
sell out, thus remaining loyal to their people: 

an even more sinister breed steps in, 
ones we EH Ms refer to as the jackals, 
men who trace their heritage directly 
to those earlier empires. The jackals are 
always there, lurking in the shadows. 
When they emerge, heads of state are 
overthrown or die in violent "acci- 
dents." And if by chance the jackals fail, 
as they failed in Afghanistan and Iraq, 
then the old models resurface. When 
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the jackals fail, young Americans are 
sent to kill and to die. 

Even though we're told this system of gov- 
ernment currently killing us is a democracy, 
in our species' recored history, there's never 
been such an order on Earth. You hear it all 
the time: "The United States is the first de- 
mocracy ever!" Such is incorrect, as ancient 
Greece developed the term, using it to incar- 
cerate and kill its population. Why wouldn't 
this non-existent body known as the U.S. do 
the same? 

The goal of government — via the meaning 
of the term — is to control. Through control, 
anything's possible for this entity. In our cur- 
rent situation, it appears government wishes 
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to exterminate as many of us as it can. From 
Fukushima raging unchecked, to the majority 
of nuclear power plants leaking their lethal 
product daily; from free energy being sup- 
pressed, to the unnecessary burning of toxic 
fossil fuels, governments are furtively doing 
everything they can to kill us. Anybody who 
condones the actions of those who are de- 
stroying us are what's known as morally cul- 
pable; i.e. they, themselves, are also guilty 
of this annihilation. Thus, soldiers who carry 
out orders given by corrupt leaders are lia- 
ble. Those supporting the soldiers — family, 
friends, etc. — are also responsible. 

The question arises concerning who is more 
morally culpable — the order-givers or the 
order-takers; i.e. rulers or soldiers. 
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The answer is the soldiers. 
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They pulled triggers, dropped bombs and 
fired mortars that killed the innocent civil- 
ians. Presidents solely gave the commands 
to do so, but didn't commit the actual acts. 
Hence, order-followers — who could refuse 
to commit these atrocities — are to blame, 
should they fire that RPG (rocket-propelled 
grenade) or shoot into an open crowd. 

When it comes to soldiers, only they can pull 
the trigger. In the same token, only they can 
drop their guns and refuse to fight. 8 

As stated in Unraveled 2: When the Fabric of 
"Reality" Rips to Shreds, soldiers are noth- 
ing more than hired killers. The ignorant or 
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obstinate may euphemize, but consider the 
following: 



Soldiers are paid, right? Hence, they're hired. 

In addition, they aren't provided brooms nor 
dustpans when sent into battle. That would 
make them salaried floor sweepers. Soldiers 
aren't bequeathed sponges nor buckets of 
soapy water. Thus, they aren't compensated 
car cleaners. Since they're neither provided 
paint brushes nor paint, it can be concluded 
they aren't paid house painters. 

No, soldiers are given guns when sent into 
battle, and the only use for a gun is to kill. 

Therefore, soldiers are hired killers. Don't kid 
yourself. 
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Additionally, don't deceive yourself that sol- 
diers of every other country are innately evil, 
but those sporting U.S. uniforms are magi- 
cally ethical, and actually peace keepers. If 
they promoted peace, they'd refuse to carry 
guns. 

In addition, many soldiers claim to be fight- 
ing for democracy, but they're lying. They're 
fighting for money. Want proof? How many 
of them would face gunfire and lethal explo- 
sions if they weren't getting paid? 

This said, unknown to most, numerous sol- 
diers decline to follow orders given them by 
their respective governments, and therefore 
say, "No" to killing. It happens all the time, 
although you'll never hear about it — or any- 
thing else of worth — in mainstream media. 
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Perhaps some have figured out the dog tags 
bequeathed them equate to collars a master 
would place around his canine's throat. Dog 
tags designate nothing more than the attack 
dogs of the "elite." 9 To cite Henry Kissinger: 

Military men are dumb, stupid animals to 
be used as pawns for foreign policy. 10 

And ol' Hank's been part of the government 
how many decades now? 

From U.S soldiers painting slogans the likes 
of "Fuck the War" and "Fuck the U.S. Marine 
Corps" on bathroom walls in Iraq, to military 
in the United States protesting any invasion, 
people are getting the message. Countless 
individuals are now comprehending the actu- 
al enemy is government of any kind, includ- 
ing their own. 
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Take the story of Steve Casey — a member 
of Iraq Veterans Against the War (IVAW), and 
an ardent protestor of the armed forces: 

I watched soldiers firing into the radia- 
tors and windows of oncoming vehi- 
cles. Those who didn't turn around at 
checkpoints were neutralized one way 
or another. Well over twenty times I 
personally witnessed this. 

Jason Hurd — previously based in Baghdad 
— now also disagrees with the U.S. occupa- 
tion of Iraq: 

We fired indiscriminately at this build- 
ing. Things like that happened every 
day in Iraq. We reacted out of fear for 
our lives, and we reacted with total de- 
struction. Over time, as the absurdity 
of war set in, individuals from my unit 
indiscriminately opened fire at vehicles 
driving down the wrong side of the 
road. People in my unit would later 
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brag. I remember how appalled I was 
that we could be laughing about such 
things, but that was the reality... We 're 
disrupting not only the lives of Iraqis 
but also the lives of our veterans with 
this occupation. If a foreign occupying 
force came here to the United States, 
do you not think that every person that 
has a shotgun would fight for his right 
for self-determination? Ladies and gen- 
tleman, that country is suffering from 
our occupation, and ending that suf- 
fering begins with the total and imme- 
diate withdrawal of all of our troops. 



Whilst in Ramadi, Iraq, Eli Wright witnessed 
the following, and hence now denounces the 
war: 

It was the scent of blood that hit me 
immediately on walking in there. It was 
a sort of old, stale scent of blood that 
had just permeated that place for a 
long time. And they walked us inside 
and there was this prisoner in there, 
completely naked except for a small 
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little cloth tied around his waist, and 
he was standing up on top of a cinder- 
block that was placed on end. They 
said that he had been there for three 
days. His scabbed hands, tied with zip 
ties that cut into his wrists were purple 
and swollen. This guy had the most con- 
fused, glazed look on his face. 

He was being interrogated by several 
men who were just grilling him. They 
said he had been up for three days in 
this interrogation process. He had not 
slept. He had been standing on this 
cinderblock for most of the time. They 
had this bucket of water, which they 
would splash on him whenever he 
dozed off. They took him off the cin- 
derblock and stood him against the 
wall and told us to start checking him 
out. And I didn't even know where to 
begin. He was covered in bruises, his 
face was all busted up and bleeding. 
This other medic started to check him 
out. Our task was more or less to see if 
the guy was stable, to ascertain if he 
was in any condition to continue his in- 
terrogation. [...] 
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He was complaining of pain on the side 
of his chest, on his back. He had a lot of 
bruising on his ribs, so the medic start- 
ed feeling his ribs, and he pressed on 
a couple of his ribs and the guy just 
screamed in pain and sort of buckled. 
They picked him up and slammed his 
back against the wall. [...] I verified that 
his ribs were broken and the medic 
started feeling around the rest of the 
area around his ribs to feel if there were 
any more fractures, and then suddenly 
he cocked his fist back and punched 
him right in the broken ribs. And the 
guy just dropped and screamed. I was 
stunned. It shocked the hell out of me. 

It was an important moment for me. 
Seeing a medic, a fellow care provider, 
violate our code of ethics, which is first 
and foremost to do no harm [...] That's 
when I realized that we weren't there 
to help anybody. [...] I never talked to 
anybody else about it. I was going to 
testify about it in Winter Soldier but 
was not able to. [...] 

The reason I did not speak out about 
what I felt all through my time in Iraq 
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and later was fear of the consequenc- 
es. Because I felt I was alone. 

Innumerable accounts, like those above, will 
never be featured in mainstream media — 
more accurately called the propaganda arm of 
government. The public will be spuriously in- 
formed disgruntled soldiers are but a select 
few, and this unrest is to be expected from a 
small faction, when so many people are in- 
volved. 

Back in reality, vast numbers of the armed 
forces don't agree with what they're doing, 
and many are turning to resistance in various 
forms. Some — being unable to cope with 
the situation — take extreme measures. Such 
was the quandary of Army reservist Douglas 
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Barber, who wrote the following in an Inter- 
net article: 

This war on terror has become a per- 
sonal war for so many, yet the Bush ad- 
ministration do not want to reveal to 
America that this is a personal war. 
They want to run it like a business, and 
thus they refuse to show the personal 
sacrifices the soldiers and their families 
have made [...]. 

All is not OK or right for those of us who 
return home alive and supposedly well. 
What looks like normalcy and readjust- 
ment is only an illusion to be revealed 
by time and torment. Some soldiers 
come home with missing limbs and 
other parts of their bodies. Still others 
will live with permanent scars from hor- 
rific events that no one other than those 
who served will understand. We come 
home from war trying to put our lives 
back together but some cannot stand 
the memories and decide that death is 
better. We kill ourselves because we 
are so haunted by seeing children killed 
and whole families wiped out. 
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Not long after uploading his post, Barber re- 
corded the following message on his voice 
mail: 

If you're looking for Doug, I'm checking 
out of this world. I'll see you on the oth- 
er side. 

Subsequently, he phoned the police, walked 
out onto his porch, engaged in a short alter- 
cation with local law, and blew his own head 
off with a shotgun. 

In 2005, Colonel Westhusing — a direct sub- 
ordinate to General Petraeus — purportedly 
committed suicide in similar fashion. Although 
the event remains of deep dispute, Westhus- 
ing supposedly left a message detailing his 
motives for killing himself. The letter in ques- 
tion reads: 
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You are only interested in your ca- 
reers] and provide no support to your 
staff — no [mission] support and you 
don't care. I cannot support a [mission] 
that leads to corruption, human right 
abuses and liars. I am sullied — no more. 
I didn't volunteer to support corrupt, 
money grubbing contractors, nor work 
for commanders only interested in 
themselves... I came to serve honora- 
bly and feel dishonored...! cannot live 
this way. ..Death before being dishon- 
ored any more... Why serve when you 
cannot accomplish the mission, when 
you no longer believe in the cause, 
when your every effort and breath to 
succeed meets with lies, lack of sup- 
port, and selfishness? No more. Ree- 
valuate yourselves, cdrs [command- 
ers]. You are not what you think you 
are and I know it. 



Not all military protest war with such drastic 
measures. Others elect to speak out — often 
in public forums — in order to alert the pop- 
ulace of the atrocities being committed. 



Government 



89 



Such is the case of Hart Viges, former Army 
mortar man, who had the following to say: 

We were driving in Baghdad one day 
and found a dead body on the side of 
the road. We pulled over to secure the 
area and my friends jumped off and 
started taking pictures with it, smiling. 
They asked me if I wanted to join them, 
and I refused. Not because it was un- 
ethical, but because it wasn't my kill. 
Because you shouldn't make trophies 
of what you didn't kill. I wasn't upset this 
man was dead, but just that they 
shouldn't be taking credit for something 
they didn't do. 



Stationed in Iraq, Scott Ewing conceded: 

During my deployment, I saw far more 
civilians injured and killed than insur- 
gents. There has been virtually no ex- 
plicit reporting by the mainstream me- 
dia of civilian casualties caused by U.S. 
troops in Iraq. Anytime a suicide bomb- 
er kills civilians, it is highly publicized, 
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but my personal experience in Tal Afar 
has been that the number of Iraqis killed 
or injured by U.S. forces far outnumber 
those killed by insurgents or suicide 
bombers. 

Of course, there are those who just refuse to 
fight. Known as "search and destroy" mis- 
sions, these maneuvers were common prac- 
tice in Vietnam. Troops were often sent into 
contentious regions to detect and demolish 
hostile forces and evacuate the area prompt- 
ly afterward. In Iraq, numerous U.S. soldiers 
refer to these assignments as "search and 
avoid" duty. 

Phil Aliff — with the Tenth Mountain Division 
— asserted: 

During my stints in Fall ujah and in the 
Abu Ghraib area of western Baghdad 
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between August 2005 and July 2006, 
we probably ran three hundred patrols. 
Most of the men in my platoon were 
just in from combat tours in Afghani- 
stan, and morale was incredibly low. Re- 
curring hits by roadside bombs had de- 
moralized us to such an extent that we 
decided the only way we could avoid 
being blown up was to stop driving 
around all the time. So every other day 
we would find an open field and park, 
and call our base every hour to tell them 
we were searching for weapons caches 
in the fields and doing weapons patrols 
and everything was going fine. All our 
enlisted people had grown disenchant- 
ed with our chain of command. 



Stationed near Baghdad, infantryman Ronn 
Cantu stated: 

On my second tour I was going on 
search-and-avoid missions. The patrols 
wouldn't go up and down the streets 
like they were supposed to, they would 
just go to a friendly compound with the 
Iraqi police or the Kurdish peshmerga 
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[Kurdish militia] and stay at their com- 
pound and drink tea until it was time to 
go back to the base. 

Ask yourself this obvious question: "How do 
you bomb the shit out of a country, in order 
to liberate it's people?" 

As Audre Lorde declared, "Your silence will 
not protect you" 11 , since the answer is: "You 
don't." 

There's no ethical rationalization concerning 
what's being done to Afghanistan and Iraq. 
You might wish to shut the fuck up, or slap a 
Support the Troops sticker on your car, but 
what you're really saying is: "I want soldiers 
to fight, so I can continue to have my com- 
fortable lifestyle." 
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There's nothing comfortable in a cancer rate 
heading toward 50% for any demographic, 
Ebola at your doorstep, martial law imple- 
mented, no feasible method for storing ever- 
increasing amounts of nuclear waste, etc. If 
you believe such, you're hallucinating. 

Talk of patriotism and dissent are misused. 
True patriots are those defending humanity. 
Insurgents are the individuals who've hijacked 
our species, with intent of enslaving and ex- 
terminating us. Hence, the real dissenters are 
those claiming to be our leaders — entities 
who lack patriotism to humans and this Uni- 
verse. 

The point is, you can resist. You can refuse 
to be complicit in the actions of government 
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Simply put, you control bureaucracies. When 
you determine you've had enough, you can 
stop them whenever you desire. 



In the words of famed actor Charlie Chaplin 
— via the movie The Great Dictator. 

We all want to help one another. Hu- 
man beings are like that. We want to 
live by each other's happiness, not by 
each other's misery. We don't want to 
hate and despise one another. 

In this world, there's room for everyone, 
and the good Earth is rich, and can pro- 
vide for everyone. The way of life can 
be free and beautiful, but we have lost 
the way. Greed has poisoned men's 
souls; has barricaded the world with 
hate; has goose stepped us into misery 
and bloodshed. We have developed 
speed, but we have shut ourselves in. 
Machinery that gives abundance has 
left us in want. Our knowledge has made 
us cynical; our cleverness hard and un- 
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kind. We think too much, and feel too 
little. 

More than machinery, we need human- 
ity. More than cleverness, we need kind- 
ness and gentleness. Without these 
qualities, life will be violent, and all will 
be lost. 

The airplane and the radio have 
brought us closer together. The very 
nature of these inventions cries out for 
the goodness in men; cries out for Uni- 
versal brotherhood, for the unity of us 
all. 

Even now, my voice is reaching millions 
throughout the world. Millions of de- 
spairing men, women and children; vic- 
tims of a system that makes men tor- 
ture, and imprison innocent people. 

To those who can hear me, I say, "Do 
not despair. The misery that is now up- 
on us is but the passing of greed; the 
bitterness of men who fear the way of 
human progress. The hate of men will 
pass, and dictators die, and the power 
they took from the people will return 
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to the people, and so long as men die, 
liberty will never perish." 

Soldiers, don't give yourselves to 
brutes; men who despise you, enslave 
you, who regiment your lives; tell you 
what to do, what to think or what to 
feel; who drill you, diet you, treat you 
like cattle, use you as cannon fodder. 
Don't give yourselves to these unnat- 
ural men; machine men with machine 
minds and machine hearts. You are not 
machines. You are not cattle. You are 
men! You have the love of humanity in 
your hearts. You don't hate. Only the 
unloved hate. The unloved and the un- 
natural. 

Soldiers, don't fight for slavery; fight for 
liberty! [...] 

You the people have the power; the 
power to create machines; the power 
to create happiness. You the people 
have the power to make this life free 
and beautiful; to make this life a won- 
derful adventure. [...] 

Let us all unite. Let us fight for a new 
world, a decentworld [...] that will give 
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youth the future, and old age a securi- 
ty. By the promise of these things, 
brutes have risen to power. But they lie. 
They do not fulfill that promise; they 
never will. 

Dictators free themselves, but they en- 
slave the people. 

Now, let us fight to fulfill that promise; 
let us fight to free the world; to do 
away with national barriers; to do away 
with greed, and hate and intolerance. 
Let us fight for a world of reason; a world 
where science and progress will lead to 
all men's happiness. 12 
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EPILOGUE 



Welcome to Fantasy Island! 

— the slogan on Earth 's tourism brochure 
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If you've been able to gulp down this much 
of The Red Pill, by now you should be ques- 
tioning numerous beliefs you previously ac- 
cepted as true. What follows are a few more 
considerations that should pave the path to 
enlightenment. Because intelligence is pres- 
ently scattering like hash browns on a Waffle 
House skillet, contemplate the following. 



One 



Many claim the U.S. is the most wealthy na- 
tion ever. They're wrong. 

First off, as proven in Unraveled 2: When the 
Fabric of "Reality" Rips to Shreds, countries 
don't exist. They're figments of our imagina- 
tions, created by those who wish to control 



Epilogue 101 

us. What was once claimed to be the prop- 
erty of some Native American tribes is now 
allegedly land owned by the United States? 
Prior to these American Indian control freaks, 
some other bureaucracies did their best to 
coerce people into believing they owned this 
portion of the planet. And so on, and so on. 

Back in reality, nobody — from the original 
fuckhead hegemonies, to the present ass- 
holes speciously declaring control — own 
anything on Earth. This Universe is our land- 
lord, and can evict us anytime it pleases. Re- 
gimes come, and regimes go. Through them 
all, the planet has remained constant. Even 
after humans annihilate themselves with ther- 
monuclear destruction — should this even- 
tually occur — the Earth will be here. 
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Thus, countries are nothing more than make- 
believe borders existent solely in our minds. 
Yes, that means we're all insane. 



If you still believe the Earth — a living being 
— recognizes these false boundaries we call 
nations, ask yourself if grass in the U.S. mi- 
raculously stops growing once it reaches the 
non-existent confines of Canada. Does wind 
from Mexico halt, and turn back when it hits 
the fictitious perimeter of the United States? 
Do rivers stop flowing between the made-up 
edge of one nation in Europe and another? 

Get wise to the fact you've been brainwashed 
into accepting an imaginary reality, and start 
hauling your ass out of this delusional para- 
digm. 
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All that proven, the U.S. — being the fiction- 
al territory it is — is not the most wealthy of 
countries. In truth — unbeknown to most — 
those residing within the illusory borders of 
this fraudulent region are amongst the most 
poor. 

Knowledge seems to be the currency of the 
cosmos. Don't believe us? Take a hundred 
dollar bill to Mars. Even better, take all the 
hundred dollar bills on Earth to Mars. Now, 
take the ability to terraform and colonize 
that — or any other planet — into space. 
Which do you think will become more im- 
perative in your travels? Do you seriously be- 
lieve a five hundred dollar bill will buy you 
anything in a solar system ten thousand light 
years away? If so, you're delusional. 
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That said, how much will the knowledge nec- 
essary to exist on faraway planets be worth, 
when the one upon which you reside, dies? 

Thus, money is useless throughout this Uni- 
verse. The same is true here on Earth. Know- 
ledge is wealth. 

Having established this truth, since the non- 
existent region known as the U.S. is so com- 
prised of money and so depleted of know- 
ledge, most of it's populace haven't an idea 
what's real. From a cosmic sense, the United 
States is bankrupt of wealth, and thus broke. 

Thanks to mainstream media, it's beaten in- 
to our brains that space travel isn't profita- 
ble. Here's the last word on that subject: Un- 
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less we, as a species, find a way off planet 
Earth, we're fucked. Some natural event — 
deemed a catastrophe, from a human stand- 
point — will eventually occur, and we'll have 
nowhere to run. 

Space exploration not profitable?! Without it, 
arrogant assholes in the mainstream media 
will no longer be around when this Universe 
destroys the planet upon which they're being 
allowed to live. 

Two 

You hear it all the time: "Thank God for this; 
thank God for that..." 



People need to stop thanking God for their 
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own achievements, and start thanking them- 
selves. 



Three 



Isn't it strange how the oceans on Earth are 
one body of water, yet humans have divided 
them up as several? Exactly where does the 
Atlantic end, and the Pacific begin? Think the 
sea life in one ocean instinctively turns back 
once it reaches this imaginary line? How cav- 
alier are we — one of millions of species on 
Earth — to believe we can designate the end 
of one ocean and the beginning of another? 



Four 



If you don't believe this paradigm is insane, 
consider we have a clock that keeps us in- 
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formed of how close we are to exterminating 
ourselves with nuclear weapons. Called the 
Doomsday Clock, and developed in 1947, 
this allegorical timepiece is an obvious indi- 
cator of a sick society. 1 Don't agree? Then 
how come we don't have clocks keeping us 
apprised of how close we are to ending hu- 
man hunger, or human poverty? 



Five 



Could time be an implement of incarceration 
created by the powers that be to control the 
human species? People rush about constant- 
ly, putting themselves and others at risk, so 
they can adhere to this confining concept. Is 
it possible time solely exists on this planet, 
and nowhere else in this Universe? 
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Six 

" Somebody paid good money for that. " 

There's no such thing as good money. All 
money is bad. It keeps our species enslaved. 

SEVEN 

"I want to thank you for everything you do." 

"Great! Everything? Well, I shit. That's one of 
the things I do. Would you be thanking me 
for that?" 

Eight 

"At least we're no longer in the Cold War." 
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Give us a fuckin' break! What follows is the 
www.dictionary.com definition of a cold war: 



a continuing state of resentful antago- 
nism between two parties short of 
open hostility or violence. 

Wow! With tens of thousands of nukes on 
Earth, pointed at everything in sight, able to 
be launched in seconds, that doesn't sound 
at all like our current situation. We're deeply 
embroiled in a cold war, as we speak! Don't 
kid yourself. 

Nine 

We shout we're Americans — thus united — 
and then fuck each other out of a promo- 
tion. On the anniversary of 9/1 1 , we pro- 
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fess our camaraderie, and the next day sell 
each other shit we don't need so we can in- 
dividually gain. 



Ten 



Doesn't the idea we're all born of sin smack 
of a lifetime of servitude, having to pay off 
our debt? Sounds like something a Mafia en- 
forcer would tell a small shop owner. How is 
an innocent infant — who's never done any- 
thing besides breathe, eat, shit and sleep — 
born into sin? 
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NOTES 



7. BILL HICKS. "Row, row, row [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=imXsTOcQJ4Q 



+ EMPTY + 

7. THE EAGLES. "So often times [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=W8o_C50JFkc 



THE RED PILL 

7 . THE MATRIX. "The Matrix is [. . .]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zE7PKRjrid4 

2. HUGO BOSS 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hugo_Boss 



3. FANTA 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fanta 



4. LEE CAMP: BILLIONAIRES ARE PSYCHOPATHS 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IZrxDzo3Zzw 
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5. IBID. 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IZrxDzo3Zzw 

6. 1984 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ajWC_J-jgLc 

ROSWELL 

7. HERMANN OBERTH. "It is my [...]" 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hermann_Oberth 

2. BIRNES, WILLIAM, J. (2004). The UFO Magazine 
UFO Encyclopedia: The Most Comprehensive Single-Volume 
UFO Reference in Print. Pocket Books. ISBN: 0743466748 

3. THOMAS DUBOSE. "It was a [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=T4yVEEff8Gw 

GOVERNMENT 

7. black sabbath. "Politicians hide [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OGPD0ZBiMs0 



2. GUBERNARE DEFINITION 

https://en.glosbe.com/la/en/gubernare 



Notes 
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3. MENS DEFINITION 

https://en.glosbe.com/la/en/mens 



4. GEORGE car lin. "I have certain [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ub5RtAu-jOI 



5. JAM AIL, DAHR. (2009). The Will to Resist: Soldiers 
Who Refuse to Fight in Iraq and Afghanistan. Haym arket 

Books. ISBN: 1931859882 



6. MARK PASSIO: STREET-WISE SPIRITUALITY 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oOYTHg8cadY 



7. HILARY CLINTON AL-QAEDA ADMISSION 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SYKD_Qjhcwg 



8. MARK PASSIO: STREET-WISE SPIRITUALITY 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oOYTHg8cadY 



9. MARK PASSIO: A MESSAGE TO THE MILITARY 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_gWCajGSwpY 



70. HENRY KISSINGER. "Military men are [...]" 
http://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Henry_Kissinger 



7 7. AUDRE LORDE. "Your silence will [...]" 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Audre_Lorde 
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12. THE GREAT DICTATOR. "We all want [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6FMNFvKEy4c 



+ EPILOGUE + 



7. THE DOOMSDAY CLOCK 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Doomsday_Clock 
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Cloud nine? What if you only made it to 
cloud seven? Would it suck? 



— £ Normus and Hugh Mungus 
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Whilst watching Star Wars, audiences berate 
evil overlord Darth Vader, and those residing 
on the Death Star. It kinda' sucks when you 
realize — in real life — you're the bad guys, 
and ol' Darth is your current president. 

In a paradigm where common sense is dis- 
appearing like an enormous ass at a Weight 
Watchers convention, E. Normus and Hugh 
Mungus may be members of a dying species. 
Then again, perhaps they're simply constitu- 
ents of a breed in change. Either way, they're 
deeply concerned for the fate of humanity 
on this lonely speck of dust we call Earth. 

The odds are more plausible Boy George is 
straight than this gift of insight will be well- 
received by the masses. 
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* AUTHORS' NOTE + 

The Internet will remain static when Donald 
Sutherland plays a high school freshman in 
the year 2015. As a result, Web destinations 
provided herein may be defunct by the time 
you peruse this pamphlet. 



When we wrote this baby, all online sources 
supplied were usable. 



